conquered.

Dame Nature ftroue to Ihew her felf

in plantyng fuch a thyng,
For Euen out befyde the rocke,

a fountayne clean e did fpryng,
Where in the water I beheld,

refembled wonderous trew,
The Whyte and Greene of al the trees,

adourned late of new.
And how in order eake they Hood,

a goodly fyght to fe,
And there I might difcerne the Byrds

that fonge in euery tree.
To nioue the Byll and fhake the wings

in vteryng Muficke fweete
And heare and thear, to flye to feade,

and eftefones theare to meete.
Great pleafure had I there to byde,

and flare vpon the Spryng,
For why me thought it dyd Surmount,

eache other kynde of thyng.
Now was the Son got vp aloft,

and raught the mydle Lyne,
And in the Well, the Golden Gloobe,

with flamyng Beames dyd fhyne,
Wherof the Bryghtnes was fo great

that I might not endure,
Lenger to looke within the Spryng,

whofe waters were fo pure.
Vnwyllyng went I thence away,

and vnderneth the tree,
I laid me down whofe braunches brode

dyd keepe the Son from me.
Thynkyng to reft me there a whyle,

tyll fallyng fome degrees
Syr Phebus fhuld haue hyd hym felf,

behynde the fhadowyng trees,
And then for to haue vewd the Spring,

and marked euery place,